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think I was an exceptionally unpromising
lump to be leavened at any rate, in later
bfe in our own literature, Vaughan and
Traherne and Blake have meant a great
deal to me, and I have had my time of
curiosity about the two great Spanish
mystic poets whom I can read only in
translation But the only mystical ex-
perience I can recall out of childhood may
be one which would have befallen me any-
where, and certainly it was not directly
consequent on anything I had learned
from my conscious or unconscious Indian
teachers
I had it first in what the English in India
amusingly call "the Hills," referring to
the mightiest mountain system in the
world I had it as a child several times ,
and I had it once, I think less intensely, in
maturity, again in the Himalayas It was
the experience, as nearly as I can describe
it, of loss of identity, and the first time I
had it, it ended with me in a frenzy of
terror crying out my o\*n name over and
over again, without then knowing why, but